42 Divine Sonc^ 
.SONG XXL 
Againfi E^vil Company, 

I. 

/houldijoin with thofe inplay, 

^ Y In whom Tve no delight, * 
Who curfe and fwear, but never pray, 
Who call ill names, and fight? 

ir. 

I hate to hear a wanton Tong, 

Their words offend my ears; 

I fliould not dare defile my tongue 
With language fuch as theirs. 

III. 

Away from fools Til turn my eyes, 

Nor with the fcoffers go; 

I would be walking with the wife. 

That wifer I may grow. 

IV. 

From one rude boy that’s us’d to mock. 
Then learn the wicked jell ; 

One lickly Iheep infeeds the flock, 

And poifons all the relL 
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V. 

rt Cni I hate to walk, or dwell 
finful children here , 

Then let me not be fent to hell, 

^kerc none but finners are. 

S O N G XXII. 

Cloatbs. 

1 . 

1 ‘I 17 HY fhould our garments (made 
W to hide 

Our parents lhame) provoke our pride ,• 

The art of drefs did ne er begin, 

Till our mother^ karnt to fin. 

II. 

When iirft fhe piit the cov’ring on, 

Her robe of innocence was gone ; 

And yet her children vainly boaft 
In the fad marks of glory loll. 

III. . 

How proud we are ? how fond to ihew 
Our deaths, and call them rich and new ! 
When the poor fheep and lilk-worm wocc' 
That very cloathing long before. 
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